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Chapter 1

The stadium went wild as Irina Kotokova slammed the ball right in between two diving defenders, racking up her fourth kill in a row and clinching our place as the number-one seed in the upcoming NCAA tournament. It had been a surprisingly tough match with both teams being on fairly even ground for most of it, but in the last five minutes, Irina had put the team on her back and gone absolutely crazy with her attacks to win it all.

It was a large part of the reason why they called her the Black Widow. Irina was a six foot six, one hundred and eighty pound Russian with over seven hundred kills in the regular season alone to make her the best outside hitter in the nation. Hell, she was the best college volleyball player in the last twenty-five years.

The celebrations only began to wind down ten or so minutes later, and as the team jogged back into the locker room to clean up I sighed and trudged along behind them with the rest of the training staff. While everyone else was in high spirits, high-fiving and hugging each other with the elation of winning a difficult battle, I was busy dreading what was about to come next.

The only thing that buoyed my mood was the grin and thumbs up Ashley shot me from across the locker room. She was an intern athletic trainer just like me, and she was also one of the only few normal-height girls that I regularly communicated with nowadays. Her bright green eyes and warm smile were a balm whenever I felt like quitting, and as long as she was there I felt like I could stomach anything.

Over the season we’d developed something of a rapport, commiserating over the troubles of dealing with student-athletes and their sometimes diva-like attitudes. I doubted that she had to deal with exactly the same things I did, but it was more than enough to know I wasn’t the only one suffering.

I gave her a smile and a wave and headed into the private massage room to start getting things ready, cleaning off the massage table and laying down a fresh towel on its surface.

The door opened a few minutes later, and Irina walked in wrapped in a towel that barely covered her important bits. That part wasn’t normal—every other athlete would wear either their volleyball uniforms or a tank top and shorts, even if they were ridiculously skimpy—but Irina preferred to be massaged nearly naked. Initially I’d assumed that it was a Russian thing, but the reality was much, much worse.

Like usual she had her phone in her hand and her earbuds in her ears, and like usual her icy blue eyes barely met mine as she nodded a greeting and then slid onto the massage table so that I could begin to work on her.

Despite her size Irina’s features were surprisingly feminine and delicate, with thick brown eyebrows that stood out on the pale skin of her face and plump pink lips that seemed to be stuck in a semi-permanent frown. Sparse freckles dotted her cheeks and nose, and though her teeth and ears were perhaps a little bigger than average those minor quirks only seemed to make her that much sexier.

If it weren’t for the fact that she was extremely good at volleyball she probably could’ve been a model instead, especially when she had her straight, armpit-length blonde hair out of its typical ponytail. It made me feel lucky that I was able to admire her perfect body up close, and more than that I was one of the few allowed to touch it.

As Irina’s personal athletic trainer I almost exclusively managed her physical condition. That included things like developing her exercise plan, treating and assessing her for injuries, and giving her massages both pre and post-game to keep her in tip-top shape. It was all normal for an athletic trainer and I had no problem whatsoever undertaking those responsibilities, but there was one additional, special task that I’d been instructed to perform by the head trainer:

Keep Irina happy.

It was an incredibly vague order, but it made sense given her status as a national superstar. If Irina wasn’t performing well the team wasn’t performing well, so for the most part whatever Irina wanted Irina got. She was even afforded her own small massage room so that she could prepare or decompress privately, albeit only for an hour pre and post-game.

I rubbed the massage cream into my hands to warm it and pulled the towel up enough to get at her long legs and began to firmly massage her quads first with long, slow movements. It was important to keep down her level of soreness, massaging out all of the fatigue and metabolic waste she’d built up over the course of the match. I moved on to her inner thigh next, and then down to her calves, ankles, and toes.

After doing the same thing to her other leg I had her flip over onto her stomach, and then I moved my hands up to massage her hamstrings and glutes. It was here where she usually began to squirm and moan a bit, and this time was no different. Luckily I’d learned how to ignore those things a long time ago, as otherwise it would’ve been nearly impossible to do my job.

I was just finishing with her upper back when she abruptly popped up onto her knees, and since her towel was too far up on her body I got a perfect view of her naked ass and the large, stiff dick hanging down towards the table. Already a long strand of precum was hanging from the slit of her cock to drool onto the towel below, and I swallowed hard knowing what I had to do next.

It was her usual post-game ritual. The first time she’d gotten up onto her knees and uttered the words ‘Milk me’ in her thick Russian accent I’d wanted to quit on the spot. I desperately needed the job if I wanted to be able to afford my last year of school, sure, but I wasn’t going to debase myself for it.

But then I’d thought of my poor mother who had already worked so incredibly hard to get me into college in the first place by taking on numerous extra shifts at the hospital just so that I could afford to live my dreams, and I realized that I couldn’t do that to her. The pay was too good and the benefits were better, so reasoning that I only had to do what Irina wanted until the season was over I’d given in much more quickly than I would’ve liked to admit.

For probably the fiftieth time in the last six months I leaned forward and began to press my lips against the smooth globes of her toned ass, drawing soft, pleasured sighs from her mouth. She hadn’t showered yet so every kiss was rich with the taste of her salty sweat, and I could feel the warmth from her still-steaming body on my face.

She pushed herself back in her typical signal for me to get down to business, so I gently spread her cheeks and lapped away at her hairless pink rosebud with long, slow licks, keeping my tongue dripping wet with spit and allowing it to run down her perineum. Every now and then I’d lick the smooth skin between her balls and twitching butthole to clean up my own saliva, and that especially drove her wild. She arched her back and her cheeks opened up for me even more, and with gusto I pressed my face deeper.

I told myself that I was only trying so hard because I wanted to get her off as soon as possible—that I was trying to make the torture end before anyone caught us—but if I were being honest with myself, I actually kind of liked doing it. Despite her clear disdain for me Irina was a tremendously attractive girl, and pleasuring her on a regular basis was frankly a lot more action than I would’ve gotten normally. It filled me with a strange sort of pride to hear her low groans and whimpers, and it made my own cock so stiff that I had to keep adjusting myself in my black uniform pants.

Speaking of cocks I noticed that the tip of hers was now dark red and visibly throbbing, so I brought both of my hands up to wrap them around the long appendage to give her what she was really after. In proportion to the rest of her it seemed average-sized, but if I had to guess it was actually a good eight inches; longer than mine, and thicker too. Since my hands were still slick with massage cream it was nothing to begin stroking her velvety steel rod, tightening my grip and pulling downwards towards the table to squeeze out large, heavy dollops of sticky precum.

Every now and then I’d play with her egg-sized pink balls, roughly squeezing and tugging on them because it was what she liked, but mostly I concentrated my attention on her cock. The wet squelching sounds my fingers made as I slid and twisted my hands up and down her shaft filled the small room, and the faster I increased my speed the louder her moans became. They were also beginning to come much more frequently now, and that combined with the blood I felt filling the veins of her cock told me that it wouldn’t be much longer now.

I stiffened my spit-slick tongue and forced it into her butt hole to speed things up, and immediately the muscles of her sphincter contracted around it. After all the time I’d spent munching on her ass it was loose and relaxed and malleable, and I swirled it around inside of her until she was shaking.

She didn’t stand a chance under my combined assault. With an especially loud, keening whimper, her cock grew in my hands and she shot her cum onto the massage table in thick powerful spurts. The pancake batter-like smell of semen filled the room, and I continued to milk her dick with gentle twisting strokes until she reached a hand down to stop me.

My lips and tongue worked on her twitching asshole for another full minute as she struggled to recover, and then she was abruptly moving away to sit up on the massage table.

Like I always did I knelt in front of her to clean her cock off—mostly just sucking the head into my mouth to get rid of any residual cum and milk the dregs that remained from her urethra—and when I was done she stood up and gave me a brusque nod. She then re-tied her towel and walked out of the little room, leaving me to clean up the mess she’d made.

I watched her go with confused feelings. I hated how trained she had me, and I hated even more how hard I was in my own pants. Most times I’d have to shuffle off to the bathroom to take care of my issue, and that especially disturbed me because I truly couldn’t stand her.

She was cold, demanding, and demeaning, and more than all of that she’d utterly ruined any chance I had of having a normal relationship. I’d fancied Ashley ever since we’d started working together, and if it weren’t for Irinia I probably would’ve asked her out months ago.

But how could I date her while knowing that I was eating another girl’s ass twice a week? That my dick got hard when I jerked another girl off and that I actually kind of liked doing it? I respected Ashley far too much to ever do that to her, so until the season was over I could only desire her from afar and hope that no one else snatched her up before I did.

I felt stuck, and short of quitting and finding myself unable to afford my last semester of college there wasn’t a single thing I could do about it.


Chapter 2

It was as I was busy taking inventory of our supplies that my boss—the head athletic trainer for the women’s volleyball team—poked his head into the room.

“Ollie?” he called, a strangely harried look on his face.

I looked up from my clipboard and furrowed my brow. “Sir?”

“Come with me. The president wants to speak with you.”

The room fell deathly silent as my co-workers stopped what they were doing to stare at me, and my mouth went dry. Why would the president of the school want to speak to me? There were thousands of kids at the school, and out of all of them I was probably among the least important.

The only reason he could possibly want to speak to me was if I were in a lot of trouble, so immediately I began to panic. My eyes found Ashley’s wide and concerned ones from across the room then, so even though I was completely terrified, I pasted on a smile for her sake and set down my clipboard.

“Sure, lead the way.” I walked out of the training room, ignoring the eyes I felt digging into my back, and followed my boss across the quad on stiff legs.

“What do you think he wants?” I asked, hoping for some kind of clue so that I could adequately prepare myself for whatever was coming.

The man winced—visibly winced—and my heart sank. “You’ll find out soon enough.” He glanced at me then, and probably noticing that I’d gone ashen tried to smile. “It’s not that bad,” he hastened to add. I didn’t believe a single word he was saying but gave him a tight smile and a nod anyway.

My heart was pounding harder and harder the closer we got to the president’s office, and by the time we were standing outside of his door I was almost having a panic attack. The two of us walked in together, and when I saw Irina and the head coach of the volleyball team sitting in the room too I was full-on spiraling.

Them being here couldn’t have been a good sign. Immediately I thought that they’d somehow found out what I did for Irina—that she’d lied about it and thrown me under the bus—and now I was going to be expelled and maybe even arrested for sexual harassment. My life was completely over and all because I’d been too afraid to say no.

I glanced at Irina to see if I could glean something from her expression but like usual she refused to look at me. She was a little more dressed up than I was used to though, wearing a soft-looking cream sweater and jeans rather than her usual dark blue hoodie and tiny volleyball shorts.

“Thanks for joining us on such short notice, Oliver. Please, take a seat,” the president said, motioning towards the only empty chair in the room.

I hesitantly nodded and perched on the seat’s edge, my underarms drenched with sweat.

Antiperspirant my ass.

“Don’t look so afraid, you’re not in trouble,” the president said, smiling in that vacant, phony way that most powerful authority figures tended to. Still it was enough to make my shoulders relax, though just barely. If I wasn’t in trouble, then why the hell was I there? Why were any of us there?

“I assume you’ve heard about what’s going on in Ukraine?” he asked, and when I nodded, he continued. “Well, the war is getting out of control, and since America has officially decided to throw its hat into the ring it was decided earlier this week in Washington that Russian nationals living in the states would be deported back to their home country. So far students appear to be safe, but there’s no telling how long that will last. There is, however, a clause written into the bill that states Russian nationals married to American citizens will be safe from deportation.”

My eyebrows rose. If Irina were sent back to Russia, there was no other way to slice it—the team was fucked. Forget winning the tournament, we’d be lucky to make it out of the second round.

I still didn’t know why they were telling me about it though.

“Okay,” I slowly replied, not sure what they wanted me to say because ultimately none of it personally affected me.

The man leaned back in his leather desk chair and sighed. “I’ll come right out and say it. We need you to marry Irina.”

I waited a few seconds for him to laugh and say ‘just kidding’, and when he didn’t, my jaw dropped. “What? Why? Can’t she marry someone else? Maybe one of the basketball players?”

“No,” Irina immediately said in her thick Russian accent, speaking for the first time since I’d arrived. She wasn’t looking at anyone, her eyes focused squarely on her lap, but her voice was strong and sure. The room went silent for a short while after that, the other adults in the room glancing between each other uncomfortably, and then the president cleared his throat.

“She’s asked for you personally, and besides that, it makes the most sense. Outside of her teammates you’ve probably spent the most amount of time with her, and because of that your marriage will stand up much better to scrutiny if anyone decides to ask. It’s very unlikely that anyone will ask, but it’s better to plan for the worst and hope for the best, wouldn’t you agree?”

I was dumbfounded to learn that Irina was the reason I was there, and for the life of me I couldn’t understand why she’d picked me—until I did. I was her top choice solely because she wanted someone that she could order around, and I’d already shown that I had no backbone. No reasonable person would put up with her demands, especially not any of the guys on the basketball team.

Already I was her whipping boy at work, so to have to serve her outside of it too? I immediately shook my head. “I…I can’t. I’m sorry. You’ll have to find someone else.”

Her coach snorted and rolled her eyes. “You like your job, right? If Irina’s gone, there’ll be no reason to keep you on,” she said, not bothering to mask her threat. She was a tall middle-aged woman, clearly a former volleyball player herself, and her stern expression combined with her intimidating tone made me gulp.

“Besides,” she continued with a sharp smile, “the president has graciously agreed to set you two up with an apartment, vehicle, and basic living expenses until the end of the school year. Surely that’s a more than fair trade for just staying married until this whole war thing blows over.”

That part in particular sounded tempting—I’d love to not share a crappy dorm room with a messy slob who snored every night—but I’d be sharing an apartment with Irina. I’d have to see her at school and at home, and I wasn’t naive enough to believe that my face wouldn’t be buried in her ass every single day if we were living together.

“Can I have some time to think about it?” I mumbled, figuring that was the only thing I could possibly say to give myself some breathing room.

The president frowned, clearly displeased that I wasn’t jumping all over the offer, but nodded. “Of course. We’ll pick this up tomorrow.” Despite saying that he continued to discuss logistics with the older adults as though I’d already agreed, and through it all Irina wouldn’t even look in my direction.

He dismissed us all a few minutes later, and right as I was about to make my own exit the president stopped me at the door.

“Oliver, can you hang back for a moment? Close the door.” He waited for everyone else to leave and then stood, coming around to the front of his desk and leaning back against it to be more ‘personable’ like he was in some kind of after-school special. “I understand that this is all shocking and short notice, and I also understand that Irina can be difficult. But if you help us out here, you may just find yourself with a full-time job in the sport of your choosing after you graduate next year.”

My eyes widened at that. A guaranteed job would be a game changer for my life going forward. I could hit the ground running paying off my student loans, and more than that my mother would be able to finally take it easier without having me there to worry about.

Apparently misreading my expression, the man quickly continued. “And if it helps, you can divorce Irina right after the season is over if you really want to.”

“But if I divorce her, won’t she be deported?”

The man shifted uncomfortably. “It would of course be unfortunate if that happened, but it would be out of our control.” He sighed and rubbed at his forehead. “Look, this team has never been stronger. We went undefeated in the regular season, have won the ACC championship back to back the last two years, and Irina’s having the best season of her career by a long shot. Our school is so close to winning the NCAA championship for the first time in over thirty years, so we can’t miss this chance. I want that trophy, Oliver. Take the night and think about it, but we need an answer by tomorrow at the latest. I look forward to hearing good news.”

It was clearly a not-so-subtle dismissal, and with a numb nod I staggered back towards my dorm because there was absolutely no way that I could go back to work and face the inevitable stares and questions.

Truthfully it was no choice at all because the fact of the matter was that I needed this job. Even with it I was barely keeping my head above water, so getting fired or let go if Irina was deported meant that I might have to drop out in my final semester and that just wasn’t an option. It’d completely waylay my life if I had to quit so close to the end, and more than that it’d destroy my mom. I’d die before I let all of her hard work go to waste.

Irina was cold and rude and demanding, sure, but ultimately the president was right. I’d only have to put up with being her husband for three months, and after that I’d never have to see her face again.


Chapter 3

Like a good little pushover I agreed to marry Irina, and two days later I found myself sitting next to her in city hall. The president had used his many connections to give us what was basically a FastPass through the entire process which felt extremely unfair to those who were actually in love and wanted to get married.

It was a small affair, and only the head coach, one of the coaching assistants, and my boss were in attendance. Our marriage wasn’t exactly a secret, but the whole thing was still being kept largely hush-hush to avoid any kind of media attention. We didn’t want to invite any scrutiny so soon, and in the best case we’d be able to stay under the radar entirely and eventually annul the marriage with no one besides those involved knowing it’d happened in the first place.

I glanced up at Irina for probably the hundredth time since we’d arrived and once again found myself surprised by how great she looked. She was wearing a tight, tank-style white dress that stopped just above her knees, and she had a pair of dangly gold earrings hanging from her earlobes. Her straight blonde hair hung down to her shoulder blades, and her glossy lips and rosier-than-usual cheeks told me that someone had done her makeup too.

It was jarring because I was so used to seeing her bare-faced and ponytailed and had always thought she was pretty, but fully made up she was drop-dead gorgeous. If she weren’t such an asshole I might’ve actually been looking forward to it.

In contrast I’d just worn my usual black polo and uniform pants so she’d obviously put in a lot more effort than I had, but no one else seemed to mind. The whole thing was fake anyway.

They called our names, and then a few minutes later we were standing in front of a judge. She reached out her hands to me and I reluctantly took them, and as he began to read off the usual stuff about being there for each other in sickness and in health until the day we died, I felt my heart sink more and more because everything about this was wrong. I knew my mother especially would be upset that I was marrying someone just to keep a job, and for that reason I hadn’t mentioned a single thing about it to her.

Still we said our I do’s, and when the judge officially pronounced us man and wife a small, rare smile appeared on Irina’s face, even if she wouldn’t meet my eyes for more than a second or two at a time. She had to lean down pretty far to kiss me, and though I wasn’t particularly jazzed about it it wasn’t unpleasant either.

Our wedding witnesses clapped, and after a round of awkward pictures we walked out of the doors with our marriage license in hand to begin our new life together as husband and wife.

For the next two or three months, anyway.

The two of us got into the brand-new car leased for us by the school, and then we were making our way over to the fancy hotel the president had booked for us as a wedding gift. It was only for one night because Irina had to get back to preparing for the tournament as soon as possible, but since all expenses were paid I couldn’t really complain.

We had a silent and awkward dinner in the hotel’s expensive, swanky restaurant, stuffing ourselves with lobster and steak on the president’s dime, and then we were riding the elevator up to our room. It was a little terrifying because I didn’t know what to expect from the rest of the night. It was our first time being alone together outside of volleyball, and besides that we were married now. There was a very good chance that she’d want her usual treatment, and if I was unlucky she’d want more.

I opened the door to our top-floor suite and my jaw immediately dropped. It was easily the nicest place I’d ever stayed, with high ceilings and big glass windows that overlooked the city. A huge welcome basket sat on the small dining table, and when we began to paw through it together, we found condoms, lube, chocolate, champagne, massage oil, and a fancy card that read ‘Congratulations on your marriage!’

My face flushed at the clear implication that we’d be having sex, and when I glanced up at Irina I saw that she was already examining the lube with a little too much interest.

“Are you thirsty?” I asked, partly to distract her but mostly because I really needed a drink. She nodded, and I quickly popped the cork off of the champagne bottle and poured it into the two tall champagne flutes that had been set out on the table for us. We retreated to the swanky black leather couch together with the bottle and glasses in hand, and once situated began to sip at our drinks.

I’d never tasted champagne before, and to be frank the taste left a lot to be desired. Irina apparently didn’t share my opinion as she gulped hers down in one long swallow, and then she was holding her glass out to me for another pour.

I shrugged and obliged, and when she drained it just as quickly I went ahead and poured her a third helping. This time she actually took her time with it, and then we were sitting together in uncomfortable silence while she steadfastly kept her gaze trained on her glass.

“Would you at least look at me?” I finally sighed, frustrated. If we were going to be married for however long we needed to, we could at least be amicable with each other.

She didn’t move for a long while, her fingers gripping her champagne flute so tightly I was worried it’d break, but then her eyes slowly rolled up to stare into mine. She tried to turn away again a moment later but I held her chin with my hand. Her face was an impressive shade of red, and I found it odd because I’d thought Russians could hold their liquor better.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” I asked with a small grin, relieved that she was finally, actually looking at me. If she could at least do that much then maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

And then she was kissing me.

Belatedly I realized that despite having been tongue-deep in her ass on numerous occasions our lips had never actually touched, and I froze under her unexpected attentions. She swung a leg over my lap so that she was sitting on my lap, aggressively forcing her long tongue deeper into my mouth, and I grunted in surprise when she began to grind her hard dick into my stomach.

I didn’t know where this was coming from. Up until now Irina had never seemed interested in me personally and had only ever cared about what I could do for her. So that’s why I was understandably surprised when her hand slipped into the front of my pants to grab my own straining cock, and I moaned. I couldn’t deny that it felt good—I was still a man after all, and Irina was nothing if not really hot—but things had gone far enough. I grabbed her wrist and pulled away from her lips, struggling to catch my breath and get my thoughts in order.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“You are my husband,” Irina said in her stilted English, staring down at me like I’d just asked what color the sky was.

“Yeah, but we’re not really married, Irina.”

Irina shrugged her shoulders. “I do not care.” She shook my hand off of hers and shoved her hand back into my pants, and it was then that I realized I had a decision to make. I’d been given very clear orders to keep Irina happy, but including sex in that command felt like a step too far. I already felt like a bought and paid-for whore sometimes, and if I let her actually fuck me then there wouldn’t be any doubt.

I was relieved when she pulled away, but it was only to pull her white dress over her head. I was more than a little surprised by the lacy bralette and thin, sheer panties that she was wearing underneath as I’d been certain she only owned sports bras and spandex shorts, and I briefly wondered where she’d even managed to find lingerie that fit her tall frame. Surely something like that was a custom order.

“Is it good?” she asked, teeth worrying at her bottom lip when she noticed me staring.

It was an expression I hadn’t seen on her face before and it gave me pause. Was she seeking my approval? Even though I could see her hard cock throbbing through the transparent material of her lacy panties, she was still extremely sexy. I nodded slowly because I didn’t know what else to do, and her shoulders fell with something like relief.

And then she leaned down to attack my mouth again, only more fiercely than before. I could tell she wasn’t all that experienced given the clumsiness of her lips, but I found it kind of endearing.

“Come,” she said, backing away and holding out a hand to me.

I reluctantly took it, knowing what was coming next, and she all but dragged me to the bedroom. I didn’t have much time to take it in as she threw me down onto the king-sized bed, and while I was still regaining my bearings she pulled my pants and underwear down in one fell swoop. My polo shirt was taken from me next, and then she was looming over my slim, naked form as though she were some kind of beast.

Her eyes slid up and down my body like she wasn’t sure what to look at first, and her hands hovered over me indecisively. I’d never been looked at with such clear lust before and it made me blush.

When she pulled out the bottle of lube that had been in the gift basket—which was wild because I hadn’t even seen her bring it into the room with us—I knew what was coming next.

“Wait, hold on,” I breathed, eyes widening with panic.

She didn’t seem to hear me as she popped the cap and leaned forward to pour it right below my balls and allowed gravity to carry the slick liquid down to my asshole. Her long finger gently worked its way into my ass, and the intrusion was so sudden that I had to squeeze my eyes shut against the odd feeling. Without waiting for me to fully adjust she added a second, and I was pretty sure I’d never felt more full in my life.

For a long time her fingers continued to twist and slide freely into my tight hole, and worse, it was actually starting to feel really good. I tried to tell myself that I didn’t like it—that I didn’t like her—but my traitorous cock was hard and drooling and my eyes were rolling back into my head as she began to rub insistently against something inside of me that sent sparks of pleasure shooting throughout my body.

I opened my eyes to look up at her, only to see that she was panting as she fingered me—literally panting—and I knew that if I didn’t stop things there was only one way that this would all end. I tried to say something and a moan came out, and unfortunately that very much had the opposite effect.

Her fingers abruptly left me, and before I could blink I found myself up on my hands and knees. I felt her climb up behind me and grab onto my hips to hold me in place, and after drizzling a lot more lube into the crack of my ass and onto her dick, she sandwiched her long cock between my ass cheeks as her large hands squeezed and kneaded the pliant flesh. She sawed herself along my twitching butt hole, further slickening it up with lube, and then her thumb went to her head to help line it up and press it inside.

I grunted at the burning sensation of my sphincter stretching to accommodate the fat head of her cock and my teeth dug lightly into my own forearm to help ground myself against the pain. To her credit she didn’t immediately start rutting into me, instead running her fingers up and down my back and sides. I felt something warm and wet land at the spot where our bodies met, and I belatedly realized that she was adding some of her own spit to help loosen things up a little more.

All too soon I felt her hips begin to push forward, and though I groaned and tried to get away by leaning forward she followed me right down into the bed, never stopping the slow easing of her cock into my ass for a single second. It felt like it took hours, but eventually her heavy warm balls rested against mine as she hilted herself in to the root.

“Fuck,” I gasped, feeling full in a way that was frightening.

She gave me a minute to get acclimated to my new role as her personal bottom, gently kissing my upper back until I relaxed a little more for her, and then she pulled out a couple of inches before sinking her cock back into my sucking hole. She repeated this slowly until it became easier, adding more lube and spit as she worked more of her eight inches in and out, and once she was able to slide her full length in without too much trouble the real sex began.

She pummeled me with long, powerful strokes, going so deep inside of me that her large sticky balls kept slapping against my own much smaller ones. Truthfully it was hard to enjoy in the beginning as it stung whenever she pressed too far, but alarmingly my ass seemed to be adjusting pretty quickly until my butt hole was tingling with a pleasure that I didn’t know was possible.

Her hand came around to briefly fondle my hard dick, still slick from lube, and just that barest touch was enough to make me spill onto the bed sheets with a high moan more feminine than I would’ve liked to admit.

I thought I heard her giggle but it was hard to say for sure given that I was so completely and utterly out of it. I’d never had an orgasm like that before. It felt like it’d taken over my entire nervous system, spreading out to the very ends of my fingertips and toes. Worse still she didn’t slow for a single second, her hips making loud clapping sounds as she gripped my ass cheeks hard and threw her entire weight into each thrust, sighing and cooing and making sounds so incredibly sexy that I soon found myself back at half-mast a lot sooner than I would’ve thought possible.

I truly couldn’t tell how long she fucked me for and only got a sense that things were nearing their end when I felt her hips begin to lose rhythm and her drool begin to drip down onto my back. She shouted something in Russian and let out a few guttural grunts before flooding me with so much of her sticky cum that I felt like I could taste it.

She continued to lay on top of me, letting herself grow soft in my ass while she planted sloppy kisses against my neck and upper back. She kept muttering things in Russian that I didn’t understand, and though in some ways her words sounded affectionate, that couldn’t have been right because Irina had never struck me as the kind of person to whisper sweet nothings and especially not to me.

The whole being soft thing didn’t last very long as I felt her get hard again a short while later, and then she was slowly thrusting up into my ass again, her cock making wet sucking sounds as it displaced lube and her own cum.

It was still only eight o’clock, but somehow I knew that I wouldn’t be getting any sleep that night.


Chapter 4

They’d set us up with a small apartment near the school, partly as a way to sweeten the deal and get me to agree to the whole thing but mostly to help sell the narrative that we were a young couple in love because it wouldn’t be very convincing for a married couple to be living in separate dorm rooms.

Once we were living together, my job as her personal athletic trainer seemed to morph into being her personal servant. I made her meals, did her laundry, and drove her around to where she needed to go. She’d demand I brush her hair for her every morning and every evening before bed, and she’d also insist that I kiss her when I was done.

I couldn’t understand her reasoning for that command in particular. It felt like a power move—a way for her to remind me who was in control—and I chafed under the demand. Not because I minded doing it, but because she expected me to.

She also demanded sex most nights, which truthfully wasn’t the hardest part of our arrangement. She’d jerk me off if I didn’t finish while she fucked me, or if she was feeling particularly generous she’d even give me a quick blowjob which I certainly couldn’t complain about, but she never let me be on top. Ever. Even if I’d grown to like feeling her hard cock slide into the deepest parts of me, I at least wanted the option to return the favor.

It was only once we were living together that I realized I hadn’t heard her speak much before we were married. Her accent was really thick, and quite often she’d mess up her words. She’d been much more embarrassed by it in the first couple of weeks, clamming up and stopping abruptly whenever she made a mistake. After that she'd power through with only the barest of winces, and I had to wonder if that was because she felt more comfortable with me or if it was just because she didn’t give a shit about what I thought anymore.

She’d try to talk to me sometimes in her stilted English, telling me about her family back home in Russia and asking me about mine, but truthfully I wasn’t very interested. Keeping her happy didn’t mean that we had to be all buddy-buddy, and besides, there wasn’t much of a point in getting to know one another when we’d be getting divorced soon anyway.

I didn’t dislike her because she treated me poorly, I just hated being at her beck and call. Sometimes I didn’t feel like a person when I was with her—like I was just some toy or tool for her to manage her urges—and it was never what I’d wanted in a relationship let alone a marriage. I wanted a partnership built on mutual trust and understanding, where both parties wanted what was best for the other person.

What Irina and I had was nowhere close to that.

Volleyball-wise though, things had been going great. We’d quite easily won our first two matches—once again thanks to Irina and her dominating performance—and were heavily favored by almost every single sports pundit to come out on top as the overall winner. What was strange was that I’d catch her glancing over at me after every kill or particularly good dig like she was expecting me to praise her or something, and when that happened I just looked away. Half because I didn’t want anyone else to suspect anything, and half because I didn’t like the squeezing I felt in my chest each time our eyes met.

The next two matches were a lot harder with the opposing teams focusing their efforts on shutting Irina down, but even with extra blockers in front of her stopping her was impossible. Once she was in Black Widow mode she was a machine, ruthless and cold and calculating and so very different from the Irina who would try to cuddle up to me on the couch at night when I was trying to work.

It was right before the championship game when things finally came to a head. We were supposed to be heading to our last practice of the year—mostly to work on plays and stay loose. Like usual I was waiting at the door with all of our things ready to go about half an hour before we had to be there, but strangely there was no sign of Irina. Normally she was pretty punctual when it came to volleyball at least.

“Irina, we’re running late,” I called into the apartment. She didn’t respond after a minute, and sighing, I walked into our bedroom. She was fully washed and dressed but was just sitting there on the edge of her bed, glaring at me like I’d kicked her puppy or something. “What are you doing? We need to go.”

“You did not kiss me,” she said with a frown. Her arms were crossed with clear consternation, and I felt my annoyance creep over into actual anger.

So I’d neglected to give her a kiss when we woke up. Big fucking deal. There was a lot to do with the championship game happening the very next day and I was exhausted—a problem Irina didn’t seem to share as she’d been perfectly happy to cum inside me twice the night before.

“Seriously?” She kept frowning and staring at me, arms tightening even more, so with a roll of my eyes I sighed and walked over to the bed to stand between her long legs. It was honestly somewhat humbling how she was still taller than me despite the fact that she was sitting down.

I tried to give her the usual peck on the lips to get it over with but she grabbed me around the waist and pulled me tight, shoving her tongue down my throat at the same time. She kept trying to make out with me until I pushed myself out of her reach, and from a few feet away I glared at her.

“What was that?” I asked, wiping at my mouth.

“Interest.”

I might’ve found her reply funny if I weren’t the one who’d get in trouble for not getting the team’s superstar to practice on time. “Whatever. Let’s go.”

She scoffed but thankfully stood and followed me out the front door, and then we got into our car to begin the short trek to the gym. Normally we’d walk it together as a warm-up, but with the championship game so close I had to keep her as fresh as possible.

“How is mother?” she asked as I slowly drove us to practice.

I was still annoyed with her, but I spared her a glance anyway. “Do you even really care?”

“Yes. Is why I ask,” she replied.

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “She’s fine.”

“Good.” She fidgeted in her seat a little and took a short breath. “Maybe she come to game. We can meet,” she finally said.

I felt my patience break. Somehow trying to bring my mother into the circus was the final straw.

“Can you stop?” I snapped, knuckles white on the steering wheel. “Just—stop. You don’t have to pretend like you give a shit, and you’re never going to meet my mom. Okay?”

Irina didn’t say anything after that, and the rest of the ride was silent save for the 90s pop coming from the radio. I was feeling a little bad about shouting at her, especially when I glanced over and saw that she appeared to be truly hurt, but I didn’t know what to say. What did she expect? It wasn’t like I’d married her because I wanted to, and why did she even care about meeting my mom anyway? I couldn’t understand what was going through her head.

She jumped out of the car as soon as I’d parked, slamming the door a lot harder than was strictly necessary, and I watched her stalk into the gym without so much as a glance back. A few of the players who’d been milling around outside peered into the car at me, and I sighed. Great. There was no way my boss wasn’t going to yell at me for ‘knocking Irina off her game’ now.

By the time I’d gotten our stuff into the locker room and made it out to the gym floor, Irina was already working on drills. It was supposed to be a light and easy day for the team to stay loose and go over formations, but evidently no one had told her that because she was attacking every single ball like it’d insulted her personally.

Clearly she was still in a mood.

Ashley—my fellow intern—came to stand beside me with a crate of water bottles, noticing where I was looking. “She’s been performing a lot better lately, don’t you think? She has a lot more energy, and she smiles now. Before she barely cracked one even when we won a game.” The loud, heavy sound of Irina’s palm smacking into the ball echoed in the gymnasium, and we both winced. “Okay, well she seems kind of pissed now, but she was smiling before.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said with a slight roll of my eyes. I had to imagine that getting to fuck most nights was enough to make anyone grin.

“I wonder if something happened. Maybe she got a boyfriend? She has all the hallmarks of someone experiencing new love.”

I choked out a laugh. “Love? Irina? I don’t think she’s even capable of feeling that.”

Ashley frowned. “That’s not very nice. Irina can be intense, sure, but that’s just how most top athletes are. They have to be if they want to be the best. It doesn’t mean she can’t feel like the rest of us.”

“You’d be surprised.” I was aware that I was being short with her, but I couldn’t stop myself. Irina just made me so angry—angrier than I’d ever been in my life—and I couldn’t figure out why.

She cocked her head at that, considering my words, and then shrugged. “I suppose you’d know her best, being her personal trainer and all,” she said. “Speaking of, you’ve been missing in action a lot lately, Ollie. Maybe you’re the one who’s found a partner? It’s kind of a funny coincidence that you both changed so much at the same time,” she teased, grinning and leaning closer to nudge me with an elbow.

I laughed awkwardly and was just about to reply when a large dark shadow loomed over us, and I glanced up to see Irina glaring down at us with her fists balled and her face the picture of fury. Ashley shrank back, clearly surprised, and then Irina grabbed me by the upper arm like I was a child and dragged me bodily towards the locker room.

I snatched my arm from her grip once we were behind closed doors and reeled on her. “What the hell, Irina?”

“I do not like you flirting with her. You are my husband.”

“Only on paper. I’m free to talk to whoever the hell I want.”

I’d thought she was angry before, but after I said that her face turned an impressive shade of red.

I swore she was breathing fire.

“No. You are mine,” she spat, getting into my face.

As intimidating as it was to have a girl nearly a full foot taller looking like she wanted to swing on me, I refused to back down this time. “I don’t belong to you, Irina. You can’t own people,” I ground out. “You know what? I’m fucking sick of this. I’m sick of you. Once this stupid game is over we’re getting divorced, and after that I never want to see you again.”

I watched her eyes go wide and her mouth fall open, something akin to horror spreading across her face. She jerked away as though I’d struck her and it surprisingly didn’t fill me with the satisfaction I’d thought it would, but I didn’t have time to think too much about it as the head coach came flying into the locker room with a harried frown.

“I just got a call from the NCAA board of governors. The other team is questioning your eligibility because of the war, and they’re sending an immigration officer over to interview you two before the match tomorrow. They’re trying to get you deported,” she said, looking simultaneously afraid and pissed off.

I visibly blanched, but Irina just hung her head and sulked with her arms crossed.

“Irina, did you hear me?” the woman snapped, turning to fully look at her when she didn’t say anything.

Irina shrugged her shoulders. “I do not care.”

“What do you mean, you don’t care?” Irina shrugged again and continued to stare down at her feet, and the coach rubbed her forehead. “I don’t know what the hell happened, but I can’t deal with this right now. Go home and prepare for tomorrow. The both of you.” She disappeared from the locker room as quickly as she’d come in, presumably to talk to the president and see what their options were.

I watched Irina move at a glacial place as we prepared to go back home, silently changing into her normal sneakers and sliding her hoodie on over her head, and I was doing what I could to not feel guilty about it because she was in the wrong here, not me.

I drove us back to the apartment, and as soon as I unlocked the front door she went into our bedroom and quietly closed the door.

Since I was the only one who seemed to care about her getting deported before the biggest match of her career, I began to look up the usual questions that an immigration officer might ask and surprisingly I found that I already knew the answers to most of them. We’d have to make up some stuff around our relationship and proposal, but as far as things I knew about her personally we were covered. It was a strange thing to realize that I knew more about Irina than I’d initially thought.

It was only then that I noticed I hadn’t heard a peep from her in hours, which was rare—normally she was right up under me when we were at home, following me around from room to room and pestering me with questions, so I actually began to get a little worried. I was angry with her, sure, but I didn’t hate her, and more than that I still had a job to do.

I opened the bedroom door and poked my head into the room. The curtains were drawn, making the room much darker than it had any right to be at six in the evening, but even through the gloom I could just about make out her large frame curled up beneath the comforter. “Irina, you need to eat something,” I said.

She didn’t move and I sighed loudly, annoyed, and flipped on the light. My eyebrows rose at the balled up tissues spread out around her head, and my stomach dropped.

“What’s going on with you? Are you sick?” I asked, rushing over to the bed and placing a palm against her forehead. I didn’t want to believe that I’d put up with her all month for nothing, because if Irina was sick, we were sunk.

She sat up then, and I could see that her nose was bright pink and her eyes were red and puffy. “You do not care if I leave. I was stupid to think you could love me.” She looked so sad, and the hiccuping sobs and fat tears rolling down her cheeks that followed her statement shocked the fuck out of me because Irina Kotokova didn’t cry. She just didn’t, and she certainly didn’t care how I felt about her.

Still, there was a clearly heartbroken girl sitting in front of me, and I hesitantly wrapped my arms around her as best as I could.

“You want me to love you? Irina, you barely tolerate me,” I said, pulling back to look at her.

She vehemently shook her head and wiped at her messy face with the sleeve of her hoodie, sniffling hard. “I always love you. I learn of job and ask if I can pick so I can see you.”

My mouth fell open. “You’re the reason I got this internship? But…why?”

For a moment I thought she wasn’t going to answer, but then she sighed and her shoulders dropped. “First day I not know anyone. Lost and not know who to ask. Everyone is scared of tall Russian girl, and no one looks at me. I wanted to cry. Then you walk me to class and give me your map. You were like angel.”

I racked my brain for any memory of what she’d described, and though I vaguely remembered giving my map away on the first day of school to my own detriment, that certainly didn’t warrant a four-year crush.

“Because of that? Irina, that was years ago. Why didn’t you say anything sooner?”

She miserably shrugged her shoulders. “Boys do not like big girls, and I did not know how to speak to you. Many think I am stupid because of my English, and I was scared you would too.”

That statement alone made me reevaluate all of our previous interactions in a different light. She wouldn’t speak to me because she was worried that I’d laugh at the way she spoke, and she’d barely made eye contact with me because she was nervous.

She wasn’t looking down on me, she was afraid of me.

All this time I’d thought she was cold and demanding, and while she was still a bit demanding, she was mostly just awkward and embarrassed by her accent. It certainly explained why she hadn’t spoken to me much before we were married, and when she had it was usually only a few words at a time.

But there was one glaring issue that just wasn’t adding up for me. “So why did you make me lick your ass?”

Her head dropped further. “I see you with Ashley before and get angry. She is small and cute, not like me. So I make mistake. I think, if I can’t have as boyfriend, then no one will. I knew it was wrong. I am sorry,” she said, hands fidgeting in her lap.

Surprisingly I wasn’t all that put off by her purposely sabotaging any chance I had at a relationship with someone else and was much more interested in the fact that she’d apparently had a huge crush on me since we were freshmen. “So, wait, you picked me to marry you because you liked me?”

Irina slowly nodded her head. “I was so happy when you say yes to marriage,” she mumbled. “I think maybe…maybe it was because you like me too. This month was my happiest. You are kind boy, and cute. You are only one who does not care who I am. You never call me Black Widow, only Irina. I want to be with you for so long, and then I have you. But not anymore.”

I could only shake my head at that. So many of our interactions made a hell of a lot more sense when viewed through the lens of her believing that I liked her. For one thing, her demands suddenly became asks. Her tone and inflection were so often harsh and direct that I’d assumed she was ordering me around, but looking back she’d never forced me to do anything. It was a cultural difference in the way we communicated, and now that I was thinking about it, I’d never even tried to refuse her. It was no wonder that she thought I was okay with everything.

She was just a normal girl who was tired of being seen as the cold, ruthless Black Widow and craved a little intimacy in her life, and now that I knew the truth, I was starting to feel terrible about shutting down her attempts to get to know me better. She really had been interested in learning more about me and my family and I just hadn’t believed it.

Still, I could only stare back at her dumbfounded. There was awkward, and then there was whatever Irina was. It was hard to reconcile the six foot six, nationally feared superstar with the uncomfortable, frightened young woman sitting in front of me. She was clumsy and a terrible communicator, sure, but she wasn’t malicious.

I found myself laughing a little, because no matter how you looked at it the entire situation was just bonkers. “You’re kind of crazy, you know that?”

Her shoulders fell and she nodded slowly, her discomfort clear in the way that she wouldn’t stop wringing her hands.

It was annoying how cute I found her in that moment, and with a long-suffering sigh I shook my head. “If we’re going to stay married, we have a lot to discuss. Our communication needs some serious work,” I warned.

Her eyes widened hopefully, and she snapped her head up to look at me. “Yes, of course,” she said, nodding quickly. She bit her lip and hesitantly held out her long arms to me, and with a small roll of my eyes, I leaned forward to hug her. She squeezed me so tightly that I could barely breathe, and I had to slap at her back to get her to let me go.

“I’m still mad at you, you know,” I said because I couldn’t let her off that easily for her bad behavior.

Irina pouted. “What do I do to forgive?”

I pretended to think about it for a moment even though I already knew what I wanted. “Will you let me take the lead tonight?” I asked.

She looked surprised, and then hesitant. “I need to wash face first,” she said. She moved to get up, but I held her fast.

I grabbed her chin and for the first time kissed her truly of my own accord. It was a slow and careful kiss—one that she kept trying to make fast and filthy—but I forced her to calm down and keep pace with what I wanted instead.

Her pupils were blown wide when I finally leaned back and it was as though she were in a trance-like state, her lips instinctively trying to find mine again. I pulled her hoodie and practice jersey over her head to reveal her plain black sports bra, and then I pulled that off too until she was just in her thin spandex shorts.

She covered her chest with her arms, and it was amusing to me that she was acting so shy considering that I’d seen her naked plenty of times and she’d been balls deep in my ass nearly every day since we’d been married. I moved her arms away and straddled her hips to grind against the solid length I felt beneath me, and her soft moans told me that she was enjoying the friction as much as I’d hoped. When she brought her hands up to try to grab my waist I forced them back down to her sides.

“I’m in the lead, remember?”

She pursed her lips and whined cutely, acting very differently from the Irina I knew, and the little trickle of affection I felt towards her was quickly growing into a flood. She was too intense and almost a foot taller than me, sure, but goddamn it if she wasn’t also adorable.

I got off of her to pull her shorts down in one quick movement and revealed her long dick to my eyes, and now that I was doing it because I wanted to I found myself really aiming to do what felt best for her. I slid the bulbous head between my lips and bobbed my head up and down her length until half of it was dripping with my own spit. Her hips rose to push herself deeper into my throat in shallow thrusts, and when I looked up at her to see if she was enjoying it she smiled down at me with vacant, hungry eyes.

After a few minutes of trying to take her all the way, I gave up and pulled her cock out of my throat, sucking in a much-needed breath of air before kissing the now dark red head while I gently twisted my fist up and down the steely shaft. “Still okay?” I asked.

“I want to fuck you,” she bluntly replied, and I rolled my eyes at her directness. It was much more endearing now that I understood her better, but we’d still have to work on the way she asked for things.

“Only because you asked so nicely,” I joked back. I quickly shucked my own clothing, and like usual her gaze went dark as she took in my leanly muscled form. I swore she was salivating as her eyes roamed over my body, her tongue coming out to wet her plump pink lips. I leaned over her naked body to grab the lube from its place on the nightstand and slickened up her cock with both hands, and the entire time she looked up at me as though she couldn’t believe what was happening.

I took a minute to slide a finger into my own ass, just to warm it up a bit for what was coming next, and I was surprised to find that it wasn’t really necessary. Apparently weeks of constant stretching and pounding meant that I was pretty much ready to go at any time, and truthfully I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

I stood up on my knees over her, positioning my butt hole right over her faintly throbbing cock, and I winced only a little as I gingerly slid down her pole until I’d bottomed out. I gently rolled my hips against hers, and her icy blue eyes slid shut as she groaned into my ear.

Amusedly I realized that I was finally on top, even if it wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind. She bit her lip as we roughly ground our hips together, looking up at me with such intensity that I was finding it hard to maintain eye contact. It was a far cry from the days when she couldn’t even meet my gaze, and now I was the one who had to glance away.

She brought her arms up to hug me tightly, pressing her small breasts against my chest and making it so that there wasn’t a single inch between us. Our hearts beat together beneath warm, sweaty skin, and then I felt her long, cool fingers gently wrap around my cock.

She was just holding it really, almost like she only wanted to confirm that I was hard and actually into sleeping with her, but as I slid back and forth against her it made a nice tight vice for me to fuck myself with. My cum quite suddenly shot out onto her stomach and up to her breasts, and her smug, delighted smile accompanied my pleasured gasps as I fell apart on top of her. I was only given a minute or two to regain my bearings before she grabbed me tight and flipped us both over, and I landed on my back with a soft ‘oomph.’

Irina leaned down to kiss me again, soft and loving and sweet, but with my mind still buzzing from my orgasm I realized too late that it was only to distract me from the increased speed of her thrusts and her decision to completely ignore the whole fact that I was supposed to be in control. I could only hang on for dear life as she slammed herself into me, my legs swinging uselessly in the air as she folded my body into a mating press.

I wished I could say that I wasn’t used to it—that she didn’t normally default to this position because it gave her complete control over me while also allowing her to devour my mouth with hungry kisses—but then I’d be lying. Really the only difference from usual was that I was happy to watch the way her mouth fell open and her face scrunched up as she focused on her orgasm. I felt lucky that she enjoyed so selfishly using my hole, and that thought in particular was one I never thought I’d have.

I squeezed down hard on the cock in my ass and that seemed to push her over the edge as her eyes rolled back and slid shut shortly afterwards. She buried her face in my neck and cried out while her hips lost control of themselves, and moments later I felt a rush of warm liquid enter my back passage and then out again to run down my ass. I rubbed her sweaty back as she fully collapsed on top of me, shuddering and gasping for breath while still trying to shove her quickly deflating cock as deep inside of me as she could get it.

It was only a few minutes later that she had the energy to pull back and press a bunch of eager kisses all over my face, and my heart swelled as I looked up into her clear, happy blue eyes. Only a few hours ago I’d never wanted to see her again and now here I was imagining what a life together would look like after we both graduated. If I had to guess, I’d probably be spending a lot more time on my back.

It was funny how life worked.

She rolled us over so that I could lean my head on her chest, the sound of her heartbeat strong beneath my ear. I became concerned when it suddenly sped up, and even more so when she took a deep breath before speaking.

“I am sorry for what I said,” she mumbled nervously. “You do not belong to me.”

I considered her words for a moment and shook my head. “We’re a team now. We belong to each other.” Her eyes lit up and then she was beaming, sighing happily and crushing me to her with her long arms, and immediately I knew I’d said the right thing. It was still odd to see her acting like such a normal girl, but then maybe she’d always been that way and I’d been too far up my own ass to notice.

Or too far up her ass, either/or.

Her breathing evened out sooner after that, and even though it was far too early and she really needed to eat, I let her go ahead and fall asleep. I had to imagine all the stress, crying, and sex had tired her out, and all of it had kind of been my fault.

Preparing for our immigration interview would just have to wait.


Chapter 5

We didn’t exactly ace the interview, but having worked with Irina so closely for six months and her having stalked me for almost four years we didn’t do too badly. Combined with us both feeling much closer after our heart-to-heart the night before we’d been able to put on a more than adequate performance for the immigration officer, and he left to join the crowd in the stands after giving us his stamp of approval and best wishes for our future together.

We exited the office together, hand in hand, and when Irina gave the locker room a smile and a thumbs up the rest of her team cheered and swarmed the both of us. The cat was clearly out of the bag about the whole marriage thing, but no one seemed particularly shocked which surprised me. Perhaps I’d been the only one oblivious to her feelings, since looking back even Ashley clearly knew how Irina felt.

Irina pulled us both to the front of the room, and I glanced up at her with confusion. She took a deep breath and squeezed my hand tighter before addressing the players and coaches still chattering excitedly.

“Other team try to cheat because they know we are better. Because they are scared of us. Let us show them why they should be.”

For a moment they seemed momentarily shocked by her speech but then they were cheering even louder, and I could only feel pride at her for feeling comfortable enough to speak in front of a room full of people. The old Irina wouldn’t have even tried.

I had to let her go to start preparing for the game, and more than that I knew she needed some alone time to focus and get into Black Widow mode. So while she was getting dressed and listening to Russian rap—it was surprisingly good, even if I didn’t have a clue what they were saying—I was busy filling water bottles and stacking fresh towels and doing all of the things required to support a number one ranked volleyball team.

An hour later we filed out onto the gym floor so that the players could be introduced, a minor celebrity sang the national anthem, and then the match was underway.

I nervously spectated from the sidelines as the teams began to battle it out. I’d always watched Irina closely—it was my job to manage her physical condition, after all—but now knowing who she truly was as a person it was enrapturing to see how different she was when she was on the court.

Gone was her awkwardness and self-consciousness. She had a chip on her shoulder now, angry that the other team had tried to split us up and have her deported, so she was playing especially hard today. It was a good thing too, because they were really giving us a run for our money.

For every point we scored they’d score one too, and for every block we made they’d dig two of our spikes. Over an hour later the sets were even at two each, and then suddenly we were down by four while the other team was at game point.

Things were already looking bad, but then disaster struck. Irina suddenly cried out after blocking a spike from the opposing team, and then she was jogging over to the bench while cradling her left hand. With my heart in my throat I grabbed my first aid kit to meet her halfway, and my boss and I looked the injury over carefully and quickly.

To our obvious relief It was just a jammed pointer finger, so I taped it down to her next one and gave it a short kiss when I was done. She looked surprised by that, so with a grin, I leaned up on my toes to give her a similar peck on the lips.

“Show them what happens when they fuck with us,” I said, gently cupping her face in my hands. I turned her around and smacked her sharply on the ass to send her back into the game, and the look of heat and joy she gave me in return made me smile harder.

From afar I watched her slide back into her persona as the ruthless Black Widow, and like she’d been given a shot of adrenaline she managed three kills in a row to put us right back on even footing. Everyone in the stadium was on their feet, shouting and screaming her nickname at the top of their lungs.

Truthfully I could barely watch, because whoever scored next would win it all. I didn’t know how Irina could possibly handle that sort of pressure, but she seemed so cool and unbothered that the rest of her teammates couldn’t help but relax too.

The other team served the ball to start a nauseatingly long rally, with neither team giving a single inch as they passed the ball back and forth across the net, and then Irina’s teammate made a horrendous mistake and set the ball far too high for Irina to reach.

But Irina jumped to chase it into the air, climbing higher and higher and higher still until it was like she was flying. Her arm cocked back like the hammer of a gun, and then it shot forward to slam the ball down towards the ground so fast that for a moment it seemed to disappear. She perfectly cut it so that the ball veered off to the side rather than into the hands of her blockers, and though the opposing team’s libero desperately dove and just barely managed to get a hand on it, she wasn’t able to dig it out and the ball flew out of bounds, clinching our school’s first NCAA championship win in over thirty years.

The stadium erupted with cheers. Streamers fell from the ceiling, and the band began to play in earnest to add to the already deafening noise in the building.

Someone nearby was screaming, and I belatedly realized that it was me. I wanted to run out to her on the court, to hug her and congratulate her along with her coaches and the rest of the team, but I also recognized that it was fully her moment. She’d worked so hard for it from the time she was young, and finally, her wildest dreams had come to fruition.

So that’s why I was understandably surprised when after exchanging high fives and hugs with her teammates for a minute, she made a beeline over to where I was standing on the sidelines. She picked me up and kissed me hard, and for a moment my breath left me.

The president came up to us next, shaking both our hands so vigorously that I was worried he was going to pull our arms from our sockets, and soon after that a woman timidly approached us with a microphone, flanked by a man holding a huge camera on his shoulder. I could understand her trepidation; Irina was rather notorious for glaring and answering questions with only a brusque yes or no at best. Now that I knew Irina better I understood that she wasn’t necessarily unfriendly, she was just awkward and self-conscious about her English speaking skills.

But this time she gamely turned to face her interviewer, gripping my hand tight enough to cut off circulation.

“Congratulations on an amazing game, Irina,” the woman said to start it off, pasting on a coolly professional smile.

“It was team effort,” Irina replied diplomatically. I felt awkward standing there with her, but then I realized that she was using me as a security blanket to help her get through it. I squeezed her hand to show my support, and her shoulders noticeably relaxed as a result.

The woman continued to ask her a few more questions that Irina answered fairly seamlessly, and then her gaze turned shrewd.

“You’re already at the top of every professional team’s watchlist, and after such a dominating performance I can only imagine that they’ll be beating down your door to get you to sign with them. Have you decided on where you’re going to go next year?”

Irina mulled over the question for far longer than the others she’d answered thus far. “I will need to discuss with husband first, we are team. But first, long honeymoon?” She asked, looking at me with what could only be described as unbridled lust, and under the full strength of her gaze I could only blush because it promised that no matter where we went I probably wouldn’t be allowed to leave the bed the entire time.

The woman seemed shocked that the Russian ice queen was married—and to a pipsqueak like me, no less—but she quickly schooled her face back into its professional mask and thanked her profusely before ending the interview.

I briefly wondered if my mother was watching the game and what she’d think of finding out that she had a brand new daughter-in-law at the same time as the rest of the world, and I cringed internally. It was definitely a conversation I wasn’t looking forward to.

“I love you, Ollie,” Irina said, apropos of absolutely nothing, and I could only stare up at her. We’d only just gotten on the same page the night before, so I didn’t know for sure if what I felt for her was love. I opened my mouth to reply, but she quickly pressed a finger to my lips. “Do not say it back. I wanted you to know so there is no question.”

I grinned and nodded before leaning up onto my toes to kiss her again, ignoring the stares and catcalls of the people around us. I didn’t know what the future held in store for us and we still had a hell of a lot of things to figure out, but I was optimistic. Irina loved me, and now that I actually understood her I was quickly beginning to fall for her too.

I didn’t see how our lives together could be anything less than amazing.
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